CHAPTER SIX
A FULL YEAR NOW NO ONE HAD HAD TO REPRI-
mand him ; at home or at school; he was indus-
trious and well-behaved and, although he was known
to go about with the most troublesome boys, the
teachers praised his conduct. He was quiet, and
people thought he looked ill, with his white face,
pale lips and heavy eyes; they thought it was
because he was always working at his books. As
soon as he came home he went up to his little room
and did his homework ; immediately after supper
he went on with it. Werendonk had told him that
the next year, when he left school, he might go to
Amsterdam to study pharmacy.
He didn't hurry over his work and he had no need
to make a great effort. The longer it kept him
occupied the better, for as soon as he had nothing
to do he felt oppressed by loneliness. It was a
feeling as though all round and above him there was
something that came nearer and nearer and cut him
off from other people, and the room seemed to be
too small for him. And then the thoughts began
about his wickedness. Other boys could laugh
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